ON THE SICKNESS: OF JV LIE 2. 


See yonder Floret's drooping head 
To the resiſtleſs Tempeſt bend! 
How all its native huzs are fled, 
And early eter they flouriſh, end! 


In vain Aurora's partial hand 

Had deck*d with Pearl this bloſsom fair; 
Though Flora bade its Sweets expand, 
'The Tempeſt hecds not all her care! 


Ev*n thus my lovelicſt Maid reclines, 
No more her wonted bloom ſhe wears, 
With unremitting anguish pines, 

Nor cruel Pain fuch Beauty ſpares- 


Come cherub FearTn! ſweet ſource of Joy 
Again with gentle JuLtET dwell! 

Let not the ruthleſs worm deſtroy 

1 he Flower that Nature torm'd fo well! 


On her RECOVERY. -: 


Again the cherub Health descends, 
Again thy wonted smiles return 
Smiles, which the dawn of Health attends; 


And bids thy boſom cease to mournl 


Ah why did Pain thy tender Form 

Dare with unhallow'd Force invade? | 
Why ſteal that bloom hose every chorm 
The GRACES envicd as they made: 


The Powers relent - and Health and Joy 
Again ſweet maid! with thee thall dwell- 


Nor ſhall the ruthleſs Worm deſtroy 
The Flower that Nature ſorm'd fo well! 
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